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but eyesight to see it with. Without eyesight, indeed, the task might be hard. The blind or the purblind man i travels from Dan to Beersheba, and finds it all barren.' Bnt happily every poet is born in the world; and sees it, with or against his will, every day and every hour he lives. The mysterious workmanship of r <.an's heart, the true light and the inscrutable darkness of man's destiny, reveal themselves not only in capital cities and crowded saloons, but in every hut and hamlet where men have their abode. Nay, do not the elements of all human virtues and all human vices; the passions at once of a Borgia and of a Luther, lie written, in stronger or fainter lines, in the consciousness of every individual bosom, that has practised honest self-examination 1 Truly, this same world may be seen in Moss-giel and Tarbolton, if we look well, as clearly as it ever came to light in Crockford's, or the Tuileries itself.
But sometimes still harder requisitions are laid on the poor aspirant to poetry; for it is hinted that he should have been born two centuries ago; inasmuch as poetry, about that date, vanished from the earth, and became no longer attainable by men! SucKcobweb speculations have, now and then, ^overhung the field of literature; but they obstruct not the growth of any plant there: the Shakspeare or the Burns, unconsciously and merely as he walks onward, silently brushes them away. Is not every genius an impossibility till he appear? "Why do we call him new and original, if we saw where bis marble was lying, and what fabric he could rear from it? It is not the material but the workman that is wanting. It is not the dark place that hinders, but the dim eye. A Scottish peasant's life was the meanest and rudest of all lives, till Burns became a poet in it, and a poet of it; found it a man's life, and therefore significant to men. A thousand battle-fields remain unsung;